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That I could think there trembled through

His happy good-night air                             30

Some blessed Hope, whereof he knew
And I was unaware,

T. Hardy.
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CHILD'S SONG

WHAT is gold worth, say,
Worth for work or play,
Worth to keep or pay,
Hide, or throw away,

Hope about or fear ?                            5

What is love worth, pray ?

Worth a tear ?

Golden on the mould

Lie the dead leaves rolTd

Of the wet woods old,                             10

Yellow leaves and cold,

Woods without a dove;
Gold is worth but gold;

Love's worth love.

A. C. Swinburne.

.01                                                                      ccccxt

DIRGE IX WOODS

A WIND sways the pines,

And below

Not a breath of wild air;
Still as the mosses that glow